THE   ACID   TEST
Broderick?3 Is my next question, 'Up there, Sir/
says my informant, pointing to a tree top above our
heads. There sure enoughf is the torn trunk of a
man fixed securely in the branches of a shell-
stripped oak. A high explosive shell has recently
shot him up to the sky and landed him in mid air
above and out of reach of his comrades. This is
too much for my companion, who desires to go back.
'Well/ I tell him, 'anyhow we won't stand here at
the junction of these trenches; junctions and cross
roads are always bad places. Come along down here.
We will go down to Montey's dugout, and get
back another way.5 He is reluctant, for he doesn't
know what I know. It is time for Elgin to be shelled;
the Boche5 with all his knowledge, is surprisingly
regular in some of his habits. No, he will go back
the way he came! 'If you do, you may cop it!1
I say. He follows me. We reach the dugout and I
introduce my friend. Montey, with his usual
hospitality, offers a drink, which is gladly accepted.
'I have tea for you, Sir/ he knowingly remarks.
Just as we are in the middle of exchanging sweet
pleasantries shells begin to burst up and down Elgin
Avenue, a hundred yards away. My friend jumps
in his seat A 'Where is that?' he asks. 'In Elgin
Avenue where you wanted to go/ I reply. He pauses
and says nothing. The firing stops. We get up to
leave. I make for Elgin Avenue. 'Look here/ says
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